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q[nce now my Silvia isas 5 kigde Py FI ER 
Let wit and joy ſucceed tny dull defpait.” | ** 
O what a night of pleaſure was the BR! ! my > Os 
A full reward for all-mytroubles > paſt? SD 
And on my head ififuture miſchief falt;" Bn 
This happy night ſhall make amends frat. a 
Nay though my $itvia's Loveſhouldtyrn to hate; || 7, 
Pll think of this, and dye cont#hted with myace,: ; 
Twelve was the lucky Miriute when we met, | 
And on her Bed were cloſe togetherſet;”" 
Though liſtning Spyes miglitbe perhaps | Women. >. regs 
Love kitl'd.our hearts; ithefe was noRoom for fear: ode 
Now whilſt I ftrive.her melting heart to move ' 
With al! the powerfull Eloquence/of Love: 
In her fair face1ſaw the Colour riſe; - 
And anunuſuall Softneſſe tn her Eyes, © 
Gently they look; and E with Joy adore IC. 
Thar only Charm they neverhad before! 
The wounds they made, her Tongue was us'd to heal,” p: 
But now theſe gentle Enemies reveal 
A Secret, which that friend would till-conceal. 
My Eyes tranſported too with Amorous rage, 
Scem fierce with expeCtation toengage: © 
But faſt ſhe holds my hands, and loſt her thighs, © 
And what ſhe longs to do, wihfrowns denies. .* 
A ſtrange effe on fooliſh Women wrought, | 
Bred in diſguiſes, and by Cuftome taught: = © 
Cuſtome, which Wiſedome ſometimes ov cr- rules; 
But ſerves inſtead of reaſonto the fools : 
Cuſtome, whichall the world to Slay ery brings ; Es 
The dult excuſe for doing = things. | 
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She by this Method of her fooliſh Sex, 
Is forc'd a while me and herſelf to vex. | 
But now when thus we had been ſtrugling long, 
Her Limbs grow weak, and her deſires grow ſtrong + 
How can ſhe hold to let the Zero in ; 


_ He ſtorms without, and Love betrays withia. 
Her hands at laſt to hide her bluſhes. leave 


The Fort unguarded, willing to receive 

My fierce aſſault, made with a Lyyers halt ; 

Like Lightning piercing, apd as quickly paſt. 

Thus does fond Nature with her Children play, 

Tuſt ſhews us Joy, then ſnatches it away. 

*Tjs not th' exceſs of pleaſure mikeFit ſhore ;- 

The pain of Loye's as raging as the ſpore; 

And yet, alas, that laſts; we figlr all alght FR: 

With grief, burſtarceone mometit with defight. © * 

Some little pain may check her kinde deſire, 

But not enough to make her oageretire ;- 

Maids wounds far pleaſure bear as Men for praiſe, | 
Here Honour heals, there Love the ſmart allays: - » - 
The World if Juſt, wquld harmfull courage blame, / 
And this more innocent reward withfame. —- Y 
Now ſhe.her well-contented thoughts employs, 
On her paſt fears, and on her fytyre Joys : | 


" Whoſe Harbinger did roughly all remove, 


To make fit room, far great Luxurious Love, 

Fond of the welcome gyelt, her Arms embrace 

My body, and her hands a betrer place: | 
Which with ans tauch fo pleas'd and proud dares grow, 
It fwells beyond the graſp that, made it ſo. 

Confinement Scorgsanany iraighter Walls, 

Then thoſe of Love, where it, cantented falls: ; 
Though twice o'rethrown he more enflan'd does rile - 
And will to the laſt drop fight out loves prize. . 

She like ſome Amazon in ſtory proves, 

That overcames the Hero whom ſhe Loves, 

In the cloſe ſtrife ſhe takes ſo much delight; 

She then can think of nothing bur the fight - 

With Joy ſhe lays him panting at her feet, 

But with more joy does his recovery meet. 

Her trembling hands firſt gently raiſe, his hedd,' 

She almoſt dyes for fear that he is dead : 

Then binds his waunds yp with a buſy hand, 

And with that balm enables him to ſtand, 

Till by her eyes ſhe Conquers him ogce more, 

And wounds him deeper then the gid before. 

co fallen from the Top of pleaſures hilt, 
With longing Eyes we look yp thicher til: | an 
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+ Whoſe ative Bodies ſhew thasr heavy. Souls, 


[3] 
Still thither Our gawearied withes tend, 
Till we that heighth ofhappineſs adgend 
By geatle ſteps, th' aſcent it elf ewcoods: - 
All Joys, but that alone to whichatleads. - 
Firſt then ſo long and lovingly we kits, | 
As if like Doves, we knew no dearer bliſs: 
Still ia one Mouth our Tongues togerher play, 
While groping hands are plcas'd no {cfs then they; 
Thuscling'd together naw awhule we rett, 
Breathing our Souls into each others breaft: 
Then give a general kiſs of all owr parts = 
While this beſt way we makeexchange of hearty. 
Here would my praiſc as well as plcaſuze dweti, 
Enjoyments ſelf I ſcarcelylikeſo well : 
The little this comes ſhart im Rageand | | | 
Is largely recompenc'd with endleſs length. | 
This is a joy would laſt, if we could tay, C 


But Loves too eager to admit delay, 

And hurries us along ſo ſmooth away. 

Now wanton with Slighe we nimbly move, 
Our plyant Limbs in all the ſhapes of Love : 
Our motions not Tike thoſe of gameſome bats, 


But {ports of Love, in which a "ling mindez 
Makes us. as ableasour hearts are Kinde. 

Art length all languiſhing and our of breath, 
Panting as inthe aponies ofdeath, ' A 
Welye entranc'd, till one provoking kits . 
Tranſports our raviſh'd Souls to paradice. 

O Heaven of Love, thou moment of delight ! 
Wrong'd by my words, my fancy does thee right: 
Methinks Ilyeall melting in her Charms, 

And faſt lockt up within her Legs and Arms: 

Bent are our mindesand all our thoughts on fire; 
Juſt labouring in the pangs of fierce delire., 

At onee, like Mifers Wallowing in chit ſtore, 

In full poſſeſſion, yer deſiring more. 

Thus with repeated pleaſures while we waſt 

Our happy hours, that like ſhort Minutspait, 
Toſucha fm of bliſs our Joys amount, 

The tiumber iow becomes too great too count. 
Silent as Night, are all fiacereſt Joys, . | 

Like deepeſt Waters running with leaſt Noiſe. 

But now art laft for want of further force 

From deeds, alas, wefall into diſcourſe ! 

Afall which eachofus in vain bemoans, 

A greater fall then that of Kings from Thrones, | ER: 
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The Tide of pleaſure flowing now no more, 
We lye like Fiſh left gaſping on the ſhore. - - 
And now as after fighting, wounds appear, 
W hich ve in heat, did neither teel for fear, 
She for her ſake intreats me to give ore, 
And yet fox mine would gladly {uffer more. | 
| Her words are coy, while all her motions Woog © 3 
And when ſhe.asks me if ic pleaſe me too, | C 
I rage to ſhew how well but *rwill not do. 
Thus would hot. Love run it ſeltout of breath, 
And wanting reſt, finde it too. ſoon-in death; 
* Did not wiſe Nature with a gentle force -- 
Reſtrain its rage, and ftop its headlong courſe : 
Indulgently ſevere, ſhe well does ſpare. LECT 
This Childe of hers, which moſt deferves her care. -:: © 


Theſe Verſes amongſt many others, being ready to be Publiſh'd and 
not poſſibly to be ſtop'd in this Liberty of ihe Preſs ; friend of the 
Authors thought it neceſſary to print them ſingle by the Original pa- 
per, to prevent the errours which. will be found in that which is 


coming ont, which is falſely tranſcrib'd from a ſurreptitions Copy. 
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